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NOTHING BUT WIND! 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








66 Jforrible! horrible!” says the solid 

merchant, reading the account of the 
burning of a great flat building: “there ought 
to be a law against putting up such houses, and 
it ought to be enforced—by Jove it ought!” 
He is sitting in his up-town home, which is a 
building with a four-inch party wall between it 
and the next happy home. There is a small 
lumber-yard of lath and joists and beams in it. 
It is filled with all kinds ot inflammable gim- 
cracks, It is warmed by a furnace about the 
flues of which no human being knows anything. 
When the solid citizen has finished his break- 
fast in this lordly structure, he puts on his hat 
and coat and goes down-town. 

# 


* * 

There he sits at his desk in his back office, a 
hundred feet from the nearest door. The build- 
ing is constructed exactly on the model of a 
stove. It has a regular base-burner draft-hole 
in the sidewalk gratings which give air to the 
cellar and subcellar. An elevator-shaft goes 
from the said subcellar to the top loft. ‘The 
store itself is packed with boxes and bales of 
goods—goods that will burn. If they were to 
catch fire, the solid merchant would be stifled 
first and then roasted in his pretty little rear of- 
fice. All the same, you may hear him com- 
placently expatiating to his partner on the folly 
—yes, sir, the criminal folly—of the men who 
built the St. Phosphorus ‘Tinder-box Flats. And 
he goes on talking while he is fumbling in his 
safe and handling mortgages on half-a-dozen 
buildings just as ill constructed as the unlucky 
St. Phosphorus, 

* 
* 

Dearly beloved friends and fellow-citizens, 
let us be consistent. The men who built the 
apartment-house that burned down the other 
day are not the only reckless, grasping specu- 





lators in the city. They would never have put 
up the St. Phosphorus if they had not known 
that the most of the decent, respectable, well- 
to-do folks in this city are so lax in their ideas 
of what is right and proper in such matters that 
there would be no difficulty in luring them into 
the fire-trap. If public sentiment had been in 
a healthy state, and in condition to make its 
power felt, do you suppose these builders would 
have advertised their wretched shell as “ fire- 
proof”? 
* 
* * 

Dearly beloved, the fault is quite as much 
yours as theirs. You never think of rising up 
and rebuking them — unless, by chance, they 
all but burn you up. You go into the unsafe 
houses they provide for you; you buy of them, 
you pay rent to them. If their drains or their 
elevator-shafts kill a few of you, you are very 
indignant, for a little while; and then you for- 
get all about it until next time. Does it ever 
occur to you that you are putting a premium 
on rascality by this supine acquiescence in the 
fate that Greed and Carelessness mark out for 
you? It is a very beautiful thing to see a peo- 
ple patient and meek; but to be patient and 
meek even to the point of self-sacrifice is over- 
doing the thing a bit, it seems to us. The 
grumbling and dissatisfied Briton manages these 
things better than we do. 

* 
+ * 

And say, by-the-way, talking of public apathy, 
here’s a hullabaloo when a single fireman is 
accused of stealing something. The press and 
the public are aroused. But isn’t it odd—such 
an accusation against a policeman would scarce- 
ly attract attention—certainly wouldn’t cause 
any wild and overpowering astonishment in the 
public mind. 

* ” * 


How true it may be we can’t say; but it is 
reported from Philadelphia that the affidavits 
of certain animal-keepers of Liverpool will go 
to show that the alleged white elephant of Adam 
Forepaugh is an ordinary Indian elephant, arti- 
ficially colored with Paris-white. A veterinary 
surgeon, we are further told, believes that the 
coloring will probably cause the elephant’s 
death. Whether there is any truth in these 
rumors or not we can not say for certain, but 
they will prove a boon for Barnum’s Toung Ta- 
loung, “ The Leveler of the Earth,” “Glory of 
the Land,” “Sacred Rose of the East.”’ 





If Forepaugh’s beast has actually been paint- 
ed in order to make him popular with the 
masses, it seems to us that the possibilities of 
elephant - painting have not been considered. 
The want of taste throughout the rural districts 
of the country is very mucli deplored. It need 
exist no longer. Our best artists, instead of 
offering their canvases to the National Acad- 
emy of Design, and running the risk of having 
them “skied,” or rejected altogether, may now 
bestow their utmost efforts on the epidermis of 
an elephant, and get general advertisement 
throughout the country wherever there happens 
to be acircus. The artist will no longer have 
to rely on the jaundiced opinion of a captious 
critic in one local paper. 


* 
* * 


Now, let us see how this thing would work. 
The limner limns some interesting subject. The 
art critics damn the picture unmercifully. They 
never saw anything so ingeniously bad before. 
New York won’t have it at all, Boston looks on 
it with contempt, and Philadelphia sneers at it, 
to say nothing of the hard things said by Chi- 
cago and Cincinnati. But why should the ele- 
phant-artist care? His reputation is not de- 
pendent on the opinions and the criticism of 
interested and prejudiced critics. It rests ona 
broader basis. His picture is simply painted 
on the extensive surface presented by the flanks 
of the huge animal, and his work will be sub- 
mitted to the great body of the people of the 
United States. 


* 
* * 


Not the effete inhabitants of great cities, who 
are never happy unless they are reveling in lux- 
uries; but the true sons of the soil—the people 
who live in the rural districts—-will pass a ver- 
dict on the work submitted to them. _ It is well 
known that few men have justice done them in 
large places. It is the village and small coun- 
try town where there is real and honest appre- 
ciation of art. And how much more apprecia- 
tion when a circus, an elephant and a fine work 
of art on its skin can all be seen for the single 
price of admission! It was a dreadful mistake 
of Forepaugh to have the elephant simply 
painted an odd dull color. He should have 
hired Meissonier, Bouguéreau and Alma ‘Tad- 
ema to do their best work on the animal. Then 
old Toung Taloung would have had to take 
a back seat. 








THE MILLENNIUM HAS COME. 





THE CONTRACT-PRISON-LABOR QUESTION SETTLED, AND EVERYBODY SATISFIED. 
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SPRING’S CONTRARINESSES. 





————7 


1. 
HILL still blows the April breeze, 


Bare are yet the April trees; 
April-like, my heart is shifting 
*Twixt delicious pain and ease. 


Il. 
Though the weather ’s very bad, 
Spring has brought the toothsome shad; 
Down the tide of time is drifting 
Fast my ancient liver-pad. 


III, 


Maud’s sweet smile my being thrills, 
And my soul with pleasure fills— 


Then, as clouds of woe are lifting, 


Comes the thought of tailors’ bills. 


A. H. OakKEs. 








THE MAN OF SCHEMES. 


This time it was not a tall, thin man, but a 
dapper little individual dressed in a fashionable 
Broadway spring suit. I had aslight acquaint- 
ance with him, and he showed a desire to im- 
prove it. I ran across him down-town one day. 
He was in a high state of excitement. 

“The biggest thing out. Ive done it this 
time. Would you like to come in? [’ll give you 
a chance. My fortune’s made. Your fortune ’s 
made. Everybody ’s fortune ’s made who has 
anything to do with this scheme. It’s a mine in 
Colorado. I know what you’re going to say. 
You don’t want to have anything to do with 
mines. ‘They never pay. Frauds. Money all 
secured by schemers. Stock-holders never get a 
cent. True, my boy; don’t I know it? But 
this enterprise that I’m talking to you about is 
different. Here, come in and have a glass of 
beer.” 

He stopped at a lager-beer saloon and let me 
in, and proceeded to unfold with volubility how 
I could become as rich as Jay Gould or Vander- 
bilt in a very short time. 

“Well, this is a mine; but what a mine! I 
just want to read to you what the latest report 
is, ‘There are no fewer than three millions of 
dollars’ worth of ore in sight. It is impossible 
to estimate the immense value of the ore that 
is out of sight. ‘The lode is twenty-four feet 
thick. Professor McCrucible Smith has made 
an analysis of some of the specimens. He finds 
eighty-five per cent of gold, ten per cent of 
silver, and five per cent of diamonds. Now, it 
stands to reason that ali that is necessary to be 
done is to quarry out several hundred tons of 
the stuff, smelt it, and secure the rich, pure 
metal, You see that the Professor says in the 
report that the mine will show no sign of ex- 
haustion for at least two hundred years. Now, 
we’re going to make this thing a close corpora- 
tion. The business already makes me a very 
rich man. 

“Jay Gould, Vanderbilt and Russell Sage 
went down on their knees to us to give them a 
share; but the directors and trustees would not 
do it. They said it wasn’t fair. These rail- 
road kings and monopolists have too much 
money, and should allow others to have a show. 
I’ve always had a strong regard for you, and I 
made up my mind whenever I saw that there 
was some way of doing you a good turn I’d 
let you know. If you want to come in, you can 
do so. Two hundred and fifty dollars is all 
that is wanted. In less than three months your 
stock will be worth two hundred and fifty thou- 
sand dollars; in less than six months you'll be 
able to sell out for two million five hundred 
thousand dollars. Now aren’t you very much 





obliged to me? You see you can’t make a this- 
take in putting up the money. 

“The property is all our own—solid freehold. 
There need be no mistake about it. ‘This is a 
chance that a man gets but once in a life-time. 
It is like a nomination for the Presidency, it 
never comes again.”’ 

“‘T never speculate in this way,”’ I said. 

“This isn’t speculation—it is simply an in- 
vestment for which you will get an enormous 
return,” he replied. 

“ Well, I'll let you know in a day or two.” 

“My dear fellow, that won’t do, you must 
decide to-morrow. I'll be at your office to- 
morrow afternoon.” 

“I don’t think I'll go in,”’ I remarked quietly. 

“Oh, yes, you will,” he chuckled: “ Let’s 
have another glass of beer.’’ 

As he threatened, he called on me the next day. 

‘‘ Here is your scrip,”’ he spoke, in a confident 
manner, 

“T have decided,” I said: 
vantage of your offer.” 

“ Why not ?” 

“ Because I haven’t the money to spare just 
now.”” 

“ Well, all right. It makes me feel bad to 
see a man throwing away a fortune such as I’m 
offering you. Look out. Next week you’ll see 
me the owner of a big mansion on Fifth Ave- 
nue. But do as you like—do as you like—only 
don’t blame me afterward.” 

I did not meet my friend for at least a month. 
He was not so spruce in his attire, and he 
seemed somewhat dejected in spirit. 

“‘ How is the Colorado mine ?”’ I began. 

“It ain’t as well as when I spoke to you 
about it. ‘The fact is, some of the big men in 
it have gone back on me. It was too good a 
thing and they wanted to keep me out. After 
all I’ve done for them, too. It’s always the 
way. I tell you, sir, there’s millions in that 
mine, But I don’t think I shall have much 
more to do with the men in the concern. I 
have :omething on hand much better—it’s a 
railroad scheme. Will come and see you to- 
morrow about it—a big thing. 


“not to take ad- 


* 
* * 


My friend’s mine is to-day—a month later-— 
in the hands of a receiver. 


MASHINGTON NERVINE. 








A KING or queen never knows what honor is 
until he or she learns that a seedsman in some 
republic has named a turnip or a potato after 
him or her, 
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ATAL MALARIA 
Now is around, 
When you have got it, 
You ’re not safe and 
sound, 


It floats o’er the mountain, 
It floats through the dell, 

It strays in the yard and 
The cellar as well. 


It comes when you ’re sleeping, 
And when you ’re awake, 
And when you once get it 
You ’ll shiver and shake. 





Then fly to the druggist 
To settle your ills, 

And get quinine made up 
In seven-grain pills. 


And then sue the landlord 
To pay all your bills, 

And say ’twas his cistern 
That gave you the chills. 





A Home-Turust—Jabbing the Night-key at 
the Key-hole. 





Ir 1s now almost time to go and plant the 
snow-shovel in the cellar and fetch up the rake 
and spade fur the spring gardening campaign. 


Epwarp Payson WEsTON has just traveled 
five thousand miles without taking a single 
“snifter.”” It’s awful to think of the amount 
of alcoholic liquor he must have left for some 
other fellow. 





Mr. HANKINSON-BOOMWHIFTER’S small boy 
was recently presented with a turning-lathe by 
his father, and out of gratitude young Hankin- 
son-Boomwhifter thought he would make some- 
thing for his sire, and at the same time surprise 
him with a specimen of his skill. So he turned 
him a pen-holder, which the old gentleman ac- 
cepted with a smile, and complimented the boy 
on his rare skill. But at the present time Mr. 
Hankinson-Boomwhifter expresses some doubt 
as to what the object presented him was in- 
tended for, a potato-masher or a piano-leg. 
And if it were not for a fear that he might of- 
fend his boy, who is naturally very sensitive, 
he would hand the pen-holder back to him, 
and tell him he had no use for a base-ball bat. 


WE BELIEVE it was Dryden who wrote: 
** Pains of love be sweeter far 
Than all other pleasures are.” 

We have great respect for the memory of 
our brother poet, but we must beg leave to dis- 
agree with him in the sentiment so musically 
embodied in the above-quoted distich, The 
pains of love, in these days of advanced thought, 
are the expenses connected with courtship; and 
to say these pains are sweeter than any other 
pleasures is an argument at once silly and ab- 
surd. For instance, is it a greater pleasure to 
spend your last dollar on ice-cream after the 
theatre than to look at a horse-race? Is there 
more rapture experienced in hypothecating 
one’s overcoat to secure opera-tickets to take 
Esmeralda, than in sitting down in a large easy- 
chair to smoke a cigar just after dinner? Is 
there more pleasure in purchasing a three-hun- 
dred-dollar engagement-ring than in shooting 
the neighbors’ cats out of the back window? 
Ah, prithee, come off, John, come off; thou 
wast a good all-round poet, John, but thy « argu- 
ments, when analyzed by the cool hand of 
science, must melt away like a paper-collar in 
the August sun—just as the arguments of all 
other poets must. 






























































O Emancipated Female, 
In the days that are to come, 
Will you get upon your muscle 
And make all creation hum? 

















Will you cultivate the morals 
Of the tardy evening lark; 
And “do” the “masher toddle” 
In the paths of Central Park? 























Will you spend the evening gaily, 
Till the early sunshine winks, 

In the palace of Gambrinus 
Playing vulgar “pool for drinks” P 








DEFINITIONS. 





Our first installment of popular definitions 
having been tolerated by a long-suffering pub- 
lic, we have ventured to submit a few more, hop- 
ing that they will meet with a like favorable re- 
ception. 

The field is very large, and we roam at will 
over the domain of politics, religious subjects, 
and social life, our sole aim and object being 
truth and the better understanding of familiar 
words and phrases. 

Here are the few more: 


MoneEy.—Power. 


Dupe.—(See Zodlogy.) 


Wirt. — Mental soonness, 

THe Great Ir.—Tariff. 

LEemon-AID.—Citric acid. 

THE PRoPpER ForM.—Reform. 

MAHONE.—A little one for assent. 

Harp Finisu.—A college education. 

LIGHTNING.—Presidential nomination. 

SEASIDE Notes.—High C on a cornet. 

SUMMER ReEsort.—A change of flannels. 

SciENCcE.— The explanation of the why-is-ness, 

Crocus.—The rooster that wakes us up at six 
A. M. 

GeEnivus.—One part of talent and nine of hard 
work, 

‘THE QUESTION OF THE Hour. — “Do you 
move ?”” 

“WHEN THE Rosins Nest AGarn.”>—About 
May Ist. 

ToraL ABSTINENCE,—One part of quit and 
nine of grit. 

EmBossED.—The henpecked husband of Mrs. 
Emma Smith. 

Licht Out or DarKness.—M. R-Nold’s de- 
parture for Europe. 

THE Key OF THE ANTI-PROHIBITION SITUA- 
TION.—Whiskey. 

PHENOMENA.—A lawyer’s conscience and an 
editor’s bank account. 

Poretrry.—The sugar-coating that covers either 
good or bad mora! medicine. 

‘TRUE ReEticion.—The kind that seven-eighths 
of the professors of it don’t have. 

RerineD WEALTH, — (Not commonly found, 
So rare as to be called a phenomenon.) 





F, anp A, M.—One part antiquity; four parts 
gorgeous regalia; five parts banquet and wine; 
one part hushness; (usefulness, traces). 

Grier,—T wo yards of twelve-dollar crape, one 
crape hat, one Henrietta cloth suit, nine 
“ Ohs!”’ of satisfaction at the /ox/y effect of 
black. GIL Forpe, 








TO A PRIMROSE FACE. 


RONDEAU. 


Across the waste of miles between 
My own true love and my true heart 
Though envious winds blow cold and keen, 
They ne’er may keep us two apart; 
No missive, fast with Cupid’s dart, 
Bears my allegiance to my queen— 
For ghosts of dead years beck and sta 
Across the waste! : 


Though ghosts of dead years beck and start— 
Oh, primrose face, oh, haughty mien— 
I bless thée wheresoe’er thou art, 
Saint ever worshiped, seldom seen! 
Whate’er must be or may have been, 
No pang heed I, life has no smart, 
So thy fair face still smile serene 
Across the waste! 


L’Envol. 

Oh, primrose brand, I ’Il bet a bean 

Thy manufacturer was smart; 
As I my tabatiére careen 

I see my pipe and I must part. 

Good-night, sweet phiz—but stay, sweetheart, 
I’ve spilled enough ¢adac, I ween, 

To tempt another smoke to start 

Out of the waste! 
J. P. Bocock. 








You WOULD like to know the meaning of the 
Board of Public Works? You mean you would 
like to have the term defined, don’t you? You 
do, eh? Well, why didn’t you say so at first, 
and not go wasting our valuable time? ‘he 
Board of Public Works is so called because it 
is a Board generally composed of dishonest 
politicians who go in to get all they can of the 
public money—-in other words, it is a Board 
that Works the Public for just about all the 
Fublic is worth. 





FREE LUNCH. 





VERY SOON will the rural lass 
Walk in the wood, 
In her airy mood, 
And dig in the ground for sassafras, 





Ir THE Government wants to ge@on the good 
side of the Indians, it should not fail to send 
them some crazy-quilts right away. 





SOON WITHIN the airy dell 

Will spring wild-flowers dainty; 
Soon will the piazza smell 

Painty. 


THERE ARE some things in this world that 
make a man happier than to get home at night 
and learn that while his wife was out making 
calls in the afternoon, some one came in and 
cut up all his grass-plot to get the sods to make 
a grass-plot for some one else. 





THE NIGHTS are getting warm enough 
To make the peeler gay 
His vigilant eyes take off the tough 
And steal in the areaway, 
To 
Woo 
And smile 
Upon the damsel from the Emerald Isle. 





OnE THomas W, PITTMAN lectured last week 
at the Mount Morris Theatre on “ Rum the 
Robber,”’ and invited the Board of Aldermen 
to be present. Mr. Pittman understands the 
advantage of talking to a “professional” au- 
dience, and it was necessarily so in a double 
sense, 





THis is the airy season 
When the urchin owns a pup, 
And the little girl on the branches 
Has her brother put a “ scup.” 


Soon passes this airy season, 
And the pup is caged in the pound, 
And the “ scup”’-rope flies off the branches 
And lands the girl on the ground. 
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In the days emancipated 

Will you squirt tobacco-juice, 
A-loafing on the corners 

Like a Venus on the loose? 
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Will you come home in the morning 
When the air is damp and chill, 

And go fumbling for a key-hole 
That refuses to stay still? 


FEMALE.—SEVERAL QUERIES ADDRESSED TO HER. 











vy 
LK / 
mh V2 
AS Oe 
ICS 
~~ 


= 
LM AS 
‘ P 
\ 











O Emancipated Female, 

You may do these things, indeed; 
But we fear it isn’t sewing 

That has planted such a seed. 














A REeEpoRT OF 


The Professor pushed away his wine-glass 
and spoke from the Presidential chair. In our 
club the President literally keeps the chair 
until the hour of adjournment, and we always 
leave our monthly dinner at midnight precisely. 

The old gentleman speaks scholastically— 
even in the club, that republic where rank and 
externals go for naught—and as he began we 
felt that our evening’s topic was to be an- 
nounced 

“Gentlemen, the exuberance of our local vo- 
cabulary has within a year or so been enriched 
by a new word which has become a concrete 
and recognized atom in the language. ‘The 
cursory and evanescent slang of the streets rises 
into temporary prominence, and, unless forti- 
fied by that subtle something which while de- 
fying definition yet compels current usage, sinks 
into oblivion or survives only in the provinces. 
The surviving word to which I refer is Dude, 
and its meaning, as I understand it, is a young 
man chastely dressy, obtrusively quiet, lady-like 
and brainless, Am I thus far correct ?” 

‘There was the usual pause; it was broken by 
one of our invited guests—one evidently not 
familiar with our club etiquette, and, sad to say, 
not at all an elegant conversationalist. 

“ You’ve landed on it the first time! A Dude 
is one of them fellers that hasn’t got brass 
enough to be a swell, but who wants to top the 
crowd, A sort of dandy crossed on a preacher, 
without any goody-goody, you know, but thinks 
he’s mashin’ the girls all the same. You see 
plenty of ’em on the Elevated.” 

Our Orientalist stared at the speaker. The 
Doctor of Divinity looked amused. ‘The Gen- 
eral blushed—even to his glazed scalp. 

The Professor, after a moment’s silence, re- 
commenced: 

“I had hoped, gentlemen, to learn the origin 
of this unfamiliar but evidently valuable word, 
but I confess myself at fault. As the definition 
seems to embrace a certain dressiness in the 
Dude, I had thought to find its origin in duo, 
which, under certain conditions, might mean 


THE DUDE PHILOLOGICALLY. 


AN ETHNOLOGICAL-ETYMOLOGICAL DiscussION AT OuR CLUB, 


simply 4 put on or ¢o clothe; but I confess that 
this hardly satisfies me. ‘The Latin dudum, al- 
though quite classic, seems as to its meaning, @ 
short time ago, to be too remote—compelling a 
completion of the sentence, as: A short time ago 
he was a fool of a boy.” 

The Interpreter, who will persist in smoking 
cigarettes, rolled one and breathed out: 

“To make a bad pun, sim duda, it can not 
come from any of the Latin dialects, excepting 
perhaps the French. May not some enamored 
damsel (for our respectable guest said that the 
dude engaged himself in the conquest of the fe- 
male heart) have rapturously said to her well- 
clad swain, ‘Doux! doux! cher bon comme je 
faim, par exemple ?” 

““Possibly,’? remarked the Banker: “but if 
you will excuse me a little’””—(he really said: 
“Eef you eggscuse me a liddle”)—“TI think, 
more probably, some /rdu/em of my nationality 
has familiarly addressed her pretty lover—all so 
fine with his silver-headed cane and elbows-out- 
wardly-curved—as Du, leaving aside the more 
ceremonious Sv.” 

The guest again spoke: 

“ That’s it, and I'll bet money on it! I know 
a dude who sings at the piano, and I’m blamed 
if he hasn’t got a Dutch song: ‘Du, Du, hegst 
mir im Herzen,’ or some such mud! I never got 
fixed on that before!’ 

The Orientalist this time stared at the un- 
lucky guest until the member who had intro- 
duced him blushed like an Evening Trlegram. 

The guest put his feet on the next chair, and 
stared back without emotion. 

The Orientalist began to speak slowly, and 
without removing his gaze from the offender: 

“ Duda, in the Russian, stands for a small 
pipe—oddly enough the same word comes into 
Keltic familiarly as dhudeen, Now, although 
this may be translated as a slender thing a little 
bored, I hardly think it originated the word 
dude, The Japanese dodo (there is no absolute 
sound of du in that tongue) comes nearer, as it 





‘means something akin to /raveling logether, and 





we know, or believe, that Dudes do travel to- 
gether exclusively. For example, it is perfectly 
good Japanese to say: Baka fulatz do-do moshi- 
masz.” 

“Oh, Lord!’ groaned the guest: “give us 
small change for that!” 

Our Orientalist replied sternly: 

“The translation, if that is what you ask for, 
is: Two fools travel together, ‘ie moral I recom- 
mend to you is—never walk with a dude.” 

The irrepressible remarked complacently to 
the member sitting beside him: 

“Getting cocky, isn’t he ?” 

“ Now,”’ continued the Orientalist: “I bring 
you to a derivation which I believe to solve 
the problem. Hindostani, the spoken dialect 
of our parent tongue, Sanskrit, contains the 
exact word in dédh, meaning milk, and diiah se 
churdnd means fo wean, A dude is thus clearly 
a young man not weaned from his natural state 
of self-complacent idiocy.” 

A murmur of applause went around the table. 
The invited one (who really must have been 
flushed with the Volnay, although we are mod- 
erate drinkers at the club dinners,) remarked 
with dogmatic gravity: 

“You fellers know a lot about words and stuff 
that I don’t; but I know a dude every time. 
A dude is a young squirt who wants to make his 
clothes brag of costing a lot of money without 
having ’em flashy, you know. He wants to suck 
a silver-headed cane, an’ make believe he don’t 
see any one. He isn’t exactly on the English, 
you see, because he can’t stand thick shoes an’ 
rough cloth; but he wants to look like a feller 
bang up away from Americans. He’s like an 
Episcopalian dandy barbered to look like an 
English groom, an’ he’s got a colic in his el- 
bows. His head is stuffed with Excelsior, and 
he thinks the girls lay awake o’ nights and cry 
about him. He’d rather take Paris-green than 
to walk on Fifth Avenue with his aunt from the 
country, an’ he just knows enough to be ashamed 
of the old lady’s grammar.” 


The club adjourned in silence. MANnart, 
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their shame proclaimed upon the house- 
tops. 

Some years ago an alleged engraving 
was made from one of my photographs, 
but the proof was sent to me in time, 
so that I could by telegraph prevent its 
publication. 

In that portrait the wood-engraver 
had taken the liberty to tamper with 
the face, and put in little improvements 
here and there according to his own 
ideas of beauty. 

Among the rest, I remember that he 
had unscrewed the lower jaw and let it 
down about an inch, so that the face 
had the expression of a vacant lot in 
the early spring. 

You pull any man’s lower jaw loose 
and lay it on his heaving breast, and 
then turn his eyes up toward the star- 
studded sky, and he seems to lack force 
of character, somehow. 

So I wired the house to “kill” that 
portrait, and bury it with the engraver 
when the violets bloomed. 

Then another engraver took his life 
and his cold-chisel in his hand, and 
blocked out a second one. He thought 
I might be sensitive about my late front 
hair. So he put some on in the engrav- 
ing without additional charge. It looked 
like the bunch of grass that springs up 
around an old buffalo bull’s skull. 

I do not care to wear improvised hair 
even in an engraving. I am not proud. 
If Nature intended that my Scandina- 
vian hair should fall early in the fight, I 
can not help it. I can not ask the en- 
graver to help me out. 

This portrait was averted by the use 
of electricity, and the widow of the en- 
graver was asked to send her bill in to 
me for adjustment. 


A HEART-BROKEN WAIL. 





O MAN KNows how much the human 
heart can endure and yet not burst 
until he has seen his portrait pub- 
lished a few times. 
izes the wealth of woe that one soul 
may wrestle with, and yet not be- 
come unhinged and loosed from its 
frail tenement of clay. Men go on, 
year after year, gaining the esteem 

Y.of their fellow-men by an upright 

course, only to lose it all by forget- 

ting themselves at an unfortunate 
and weak moment, and permitting 
their portraits to be published and 


Then he real- 





—And then went to interior Africa to make a home.— 





Later on, another engraver took hold of the matter. 

He went at it hopefully and even hilariously, singing anon as he put 
his sheet-iron shade over his eyes, and adjusted his boiler-iron corset 
that he might be ready in case I should come in.on him while he was 
at work, 

He made a specialty of the Adam’s apple. 

He made a portrait that wasn’t so terrific if he hadn’t thrown in 
an intellectual waste of Adam’s apple that would inspire a giraffe with 
awe. 

He fooled along with the engraving until time to go to press, handed 
it in with his resignation, got a copy of the paper so as to be sure that 
he had done his horrible work well, and then went to interior Africa to 
make a home. 

For a long time after the paper was published my wife would not 
recognize me on the street, and the 
children were bathed in tears, I suf- 
fered a great deal mentally, but resolved 
to live it down, and to aid me in this 
great undertaking a friend offered to 
publish a fine, life-like engraving that 
would be certified to as accurate, and 
all former ones denounced as base in- 
fringements. 

I agreed to it, and he went at it. 

After a good deal of delay he sent 
me a proof which bore a striking re- 
semblance to me. I admitted to him 
that it favored me, and we decided to 
let it go forth with my name attached 
to it. 

Gaily the press went on with its low 
rumble and grumble, grinding out its 
thousands of copies of damp papers, 
heralding to the English-speaking world 
that the subscriber wore his brains open 
to the inclement weather, and pulled 
his scalp down over his eye to be face- 
tious, 

The first copy of the paper was a 
good one, and the portrait loomed up 
like the Turkish towel moustache of 
the young man, but the next revolution 
of the press disturbed an em quad or a 
loose canard or something about the 
make-up of the paper, and in the on- 
ward march of the machine the whole 
top of my head was removed and piled 
up over the off-eye like a study in olive- 
green and navy-blue after an election 
fight. 

Still, we are getting a better class of 
engravers than we had five years ago. 
It seemed pretty harsh to kill off the 
bad ones, but I am willing to make 
most any sacrifice for the advancement 
of art. 

BIL NYE. 








SOME NINETEENTH CENTURY FABLES.—WITH MANY MORALS POINTED. 


THE SWELL AND His VIict1iMs. 


A certain Swell whose financial Resources 
had suffered a severe strain by the forced pay- | greatly in Arrears for the price of his Enter- | when he came to where two Ruffians were 
ment of a Tailor’s Bill, attempted to recoup his _ tainment, having had the Temerity to question fiercely debating a Point of honor. 


Losses by setting up the Cards at Poker. 


For | 


a brief Period his illegitimate Machinations | 


Boom in the Money Market. 


Circumstance, however, soon led to the Dis- 
covery of an Ethiopian secreted in the interior | 
Construction of the Fence, and the victims of | 
his Unscrupulosity, taking a rapid perpendicu- 
lar descent to his diminutive Racket, put up a | 
job on the Would-be Sharp which kept him in 


a Hole for a long time. 


Which proves that four Aces are not suffi- | of Manito-da. 


ciently Massive to capture the Pot against a all such persons that mosquito-bar is not pro- 
Straight Flush, and that when a Crook tries on nounced mosqui-/-bar, but mosquito-dar. 


any Funny work he Must understand his Busi- | 
ness or take his chances of being Badly left. 


the Integrity of the matutinal Hash, was replied , 


THE BOARDER AND THE HAsu. 
An Inmate of a Boarding-House, who was 


THE QUAKER AND THE RUFFIANS. 
A Quaker was once taking his Walk abroad, 


Pained at their lack of Consideration for each 


° to by the Keeper of the Asylum with the legal | other’s Feelings, the Worthy Man addressed 
were in a measure successful, and he nightly , Maxim against the ingratitude of looking a them on the Error of their way, Capping a 
extended Congratulations to himself on his  Gift-Horse in the mouth—and an Intimation | strong Argument for Peace by declaring them 


A suspicious ; that his Absence would more than Compensate | on the high-road to Perdition. 
for the Pleasure of his Company. 


So 4ar from takjng this kindly Admonition 


Moral—When you have got a Good Thing, | in a meek and lowly Spirit, and announcing an 
don’t give it Away by putting your Foot in it. | Intention to Reform, the Ruffians were greatly 


Wroth and set upon the Peace Maker with their 








_ United Forces, chastising him so severely that 


SOME PEOPLE are of the opinion that Mani- he kept his bed for Many days, and Established 


toba should be pronounced Mani-/-ba, instead jona Paying Basis the practice of a disciple of 
We would respectfully inform 


Esculapius. 
Which goes to Show that (Chin) Music hath 
not always Charms to Soothe the Savage breast. 





THE Stock ExcHANGE-—A Hoss-Trade. 


J. M. Bronson. 
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REJECTED. 





fi] ORA Jones has answered “Nay,” 
And I’m broken up, 
I am anything but gay, 
Sorrow fills my cup. 
Once I thought that I was sure 
Of this airy sprite, 
Golden-headed,sweetand pure, 
Beautiful and white 
As a lily that serene 
In the mead doth blow; 
But she knocked me with a mean, 
Cold and haughty «« No.” 
Yet, I’m happy as a lark 
In the morning sky, 
Or the cop in Central Park 
Sleeping on the sly; 
Or a yellow butterfly 
In a garden fair, 
While the breezes softly sigh 
Through my curly hair. 
All the money that I saved 
Up on her to spend, 
While about her charms I raved, 
Soon will make me wend 
To the festive tailor-shop 
For a summer suit, 
Likewise to the seaside hop. 
While the tooters toot 
Dreamy waltzes that career 
Through my mental dome, 
I shall spend that cash in beer— 
Principally foam. 
And I'll sing in happy tones 
While I spend my wealth, 
And I[’ll dream of Nora Jones 
While I drink her health. 











THE SQUEELY MOTOR. 


CHAPTER I. 

The great inventor stood erect and defiant, as with 
flashing eyes and quivering tones he demanded: 

*¢ Give me that shirt!” 

*¢ Oi wull not that!” 

**Have you no pity—nay, no justice, woman? In 
three short weeks this grinding toil will bear its fruit. 
E’en now some six men into the thing are looking, each 
prepared to pony up enough to boom it. Boekel and I 
this very night expect to meet them and enthuse them 
blind on the entire snap!” 

‘It’s sivinty-foive cints!” 

“Tl make you wealthy. Here—five hundred shares 
—take them and yield me up yon paltry garment. The 
April wind is cold—ay, bitter cold! On such a day I 
would not thus be left. 

**She’s gone! Oh, this is hard to bear! This coat is 
thin—and yet I know no scheme for raising ready cash 
that is one-half as thick as it. (Ponders.) Ah, ha! I 
have it! Into seclusion most profound will I retire my- 
self. And then I’ll blazon forth the news that I—ha, ha! 
—that I am now about to 

FOCALIZE THE VIBRATORS! !” 





CHAPTER II. 

ANxIOUS STOCK-HOLDER (meeting another stock-holder 
in the street, and grabbing him by the button-hole).— 
‘Oh, Jones, say—see here! (Reads from newspaper.) 

‘¢ «Tt is announced that the end of the arduous labors of 
Mr. Squeely is close at hand, and that the wonderful 
motor will certainly be publicly exhibited next week. 
Mr. Squeely refused to attend the directors’ meeting of | 
last night, but created great enthusiasm by sending word | 
that he was in close confinement focalizing the vibrat- 
ors.” 

«¢ What’s the vibrators?” 

Jones (dreaking loose and departing).—‘* Damfino!” 





CHAPTER III. 
NOTICE TO THE PUBLIC. 
The company organized to exploit Mr. Headyson hav- 
ing observed sundry promises as to the approaching | 
operation of an alleged motor by its alleged inventor, 
one Squeely, desires to give public notice that if that 
motor works, Mr. Headyson invented it. 





Having estab- 


lished the fact incontrovertibly that Mr, Headyson also 
invented gravitation and the precession of the equinoxes, 
this company is prepared to issue licenses to all persons 
desiring to avail themselves of these wonderful discov- 
eries. No person can invent anything which is not fully 
covered by Mr. Headyson’s patents, and of these the 
Squeely motor is a gross infringement, because its opera- 
tion must depend upon the use of Polyform and the 
Etheric Force, both indisputable discoveries of Mr. 
Headyson and of no one else. 





CHAPTER IV. 
(Special to PUCK.) 
PHILADELPHIA, April roth, 
Hurrah! The vibrators are focalized. Too excited 
to send details, but inclose engraving of the wonderful 
machine as it now appears, from which you will under- 
stand all about it. 


SQUEELY. 














[This is where the cut ought to have been; but we 
have not been able to focalize our vibrators on the pic- 
ture, and we don’t know which is the top and which is 
the bottom. Ep. Puck.] | 





Answers for the Aurious, 


BENJAMIN CRUSOE.—Thanks. 

A. M, R.—That poem was born with the fatal brand 
OIC on its brow, 

Pui O’SOFFER.—It was cruel of you to disturb the 
consecrated cerements of the dead. Why couldn’t you 
leave that poor old joke to its well-earned rest? 

NosNHOJ.—Look Norse, don’t you — Scandinavian 
and all that? Why, bless you, man, that’s the first ear- 
mark of the amateur, spelling his name backward. You 
can’t Norse much in this office on Johnson spelled back- 
ward. 

S. O. M.—You are a pretty poet; but if you really 
seriously contemplate making a business of it, you had 
better go and hunt up Dr. Tanner, or some gentleman 
in his line ef business, and go into training with him, 
Poetry fetches the boys, but it isn’t considered good 
steady bait for buckwheat-cakes. 

HALIFAX.—What will we pay you to send us one 
sketch for a cartoon per week? Don’t know, exactly, 
Halifax; would have to talk to the cashier about that. 
But look here, partner—just step over here to the dark 
corner under the shelf where we keep the patent-office 
reports, and jibe that ear of yours around this way. We 
have got something to tell you. Don’t give it away. 
Keep it all to yourself. If you are really set on your 
scheme, why—well, we’ll give you a moderate stipend if 
you won’t—if you'll only consent to won’t. 








FREDDY'S SLATE 


Anp His LitrLte LEeEtTTrer To THE EDITOR. 
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dear puck 

this is a re Foarm car Toon i think it is Time 
fore re Foarm in scool i mene my scool ware i 
go it is a bos goud scool But the techer is a old 
catt she is mitey handy withe the rooler jim 
jonson gott Liked 3 tiems las fry day 2 tiems 
for Him self an one tiem for wot i did 

it was ded lodes of Fun i mene it was Fun 
for Me jim jonson dident hav sow much Fun 
he holered 

i hav drorn this car Toon verrey nice it is a 
nise car Toon butt i dident hav roum for al the 
scool it is a Bigg scool but mi slaight is smorl 

the ceckernd boy is jim jonson the furct rrst 
boy is billey smith butt the ceckernd 2rnnd is 
jim jonson the techer is corlin him upto get 
liked 





he gott liked Be cors i put a Bent pinn on 
The supperinTendents chare the supperin Tend- 
ent had com to cee our dissiplin he sor heeps 
of dissiplin wen he struc that pinn he jes gumped 
lik a gumpin-jack 

An then the techer went for me an i ced it 
wossent me in the pickcher i hav put my Self 
sayen i am innersent be cors it looks beter but 
i sed it wossent me an so she liked jim jonson 

the supperinTendent sicked her on Wile she 
wos doon it this is the supperinTendent be 
Hine the techer i men to make him say ensome 
thing but i haddent roum 

this is a true pickcher of the Out rages wich 
gose on in Our scool i hope you wil printit no 
moar at precent from your litel fren 

freddy 


p s cen bac my slate for shewer 
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WANTED.—A SOCIETY FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF THE 
** EATING-ON-A- WAGER” IDIOT. 


O Spring, that stirrest up the poet’s heart 

To vend his verses in the busy mart— 

O Spring, that bring’st the violets on the leas, 
And chills and fever, and anemones— 








SELF-PROTECTION, 

«No, my blooming maiden, 

No, my pretty lass, 
Nary nitrous oxide, 

Nary laughing-gas! 
Nary little forceps 

Gritting on your teeth, 
Nary drill a-grinding 

On the nerve beneath— 
Till you sign this promise 

Not to sue me in 
Court for any damage 

I may do your chin— 
Then the dental picnic 
Will at once begin.” 








THE NEw YorK ACADEMY OF DESIGN NEEDS A 
Few oF THEM. 
«It ’s a very pretty article,” 
The Amateur of art 
Remarked, as with a screw-driver 
He took the thing apart: 
«I can tote it round quite easy, 


Why hast thou brought that ass of playful ways 
Who will do so much in so many days? 
Were there not fools enough, O Spring-time, speak! 
Who walk five hundred miles within a week? 
They sometimes die; but this new style of flat 
Eats against time, and, Kussim,* he grows f-’. 

* Arabic benediction. 




















When I[ ’m walking in the street, © 


Should I weary grow of wandering, 
I can use it for a seat. 
And in the picture-gallery 
I open it with pride, 
And observe the works of genius 
That, you know, are always ‘skied.’” 











Morrisono, the big talker, 


With his Gospel of the Tariff, 
Of the much-amended Tariff, 
Went among his savage bro- 


thers, 


Known as Dimicrats in Hades— 
When he went to reason with 


them, 


Try to show them all the error 


MISSIONARY MORRISON.—THEY DON’T APPRECIATE H™. 
When the gentle Morrisono— 


Of their wicked ways and man- 
ners, 

Morrisono, the big talker, 

Came about to this conclusion, 

That the time was rather early, 

Rather early in the season, 

For to undertake the contract 

To instill the germs of reason 

In the deep Plutonian darkness 

Of the brains called democratic. 





He was but a landscape painter, 
With his easel and his box, 

And he went to sketch the country 
Down on Farmer Jones’s rocks, 
And the farmer rose and faced him, 
Stern and haughty, with a club, 
Saying: ‘Git yer old benzine out, 
Give them rocks a thorough rub. 


HE WAS MISTAKEN, BUT HE was MAD, 
I ’ve ben layin’ fer you fellows 
Paintin’ labels all around, 
Puttin’ cholagogue an’ bitters 
Over other folks’s ground. 
Now you ’Il clean them rocks, an’ lively — 
Wipe out all that «‘ Bunion Ba’m ”— 
Or I ’ll spread you for a poultice— 
That ’s the polywog Zam!”’ 
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PUCK. 





SPRING FEVER. 





This. is the time.of. the year when the aver- 
age man, who has lived in the city during the 
winter and waded through the slush varying 
from his ankles to his eyes, is seized with a wild, 
irresistible desire to move out to the ‘rural dis- 
tricts for the summer. — 

The last faint streaks of snow having disap- 
peared from the parks, and the grass taken on 
a tinge of soft green, and the boy with the snow- 
shovel having been supplanted by the boy who 
is peddling rare crimson roses and arbutus, vio- 
lets and rhodoras, the city man gets that fami- 
liar affection known as Spring Fever; and he 


- goes home into the bosom of his ,family, and 


speaks of the manifold inconveniences of a flat, 
including the number of stairways to be climbed, 
and the electric bell that is always getting out 
of order, and won’t stop ringing unless you go 
all the way down-stairs to fix it. 

And then he pictures the country home, on 
the other hand, in the most eloquent manner. 
The cosy little Queen Anne cottage that peeps 
from beneath sheltering trees, and is covered 
with breezy vines; and then the brook that purls 
close by, and the swallows twittering on the 
eaves, and the bumble-bees sinking from sight 





in the wine-glass of a lily, and the humming- | 
birds humming among the honeysuckles, and | 
the quaint, old-fashioned rustic chair on the | 


porch, and the hammock stretched beneath 
trees whose musical leaflets play one to sleep 
on some purple Sunday afternoon, shortly after 
dinner and a fragrant Havana, 


And the enthusiastic poet, whose soul has | 


been filled with music by an apple-stand filled 
with roses, and the ill-played symphony of a 
band of peripatetic musicians, goes on to map 
out on the spot all the charms of a quiet pas- 
toral life, and persuades the other members of 
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‘THE NEXT GRAND CHESS. TOURNAMENT | 
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WILL TAKE PLACE AT BROTHER SODA PINKNEY’S RESIDENCE, 
Thompson Street Gambit—Black to Mate in 4 Moves. 








soaked except the dish-pans, wash-tubs and 
other amphibious articles that might be im- 
proved by water. The carpet and mattresses 
and piano you could take and wring water 
enough out of to float a raft; they contain so 
much water that if a sail and mast were at- 
tached to them they could readily be sailed 
home. 

In a week they are all settled, and the new 


| proprietor has almost broken his back every 


the family, who happen to be a little skeptical, | 


that it is the only true way to live; that it was 
never intended that man should exist in a close 
crowded city filled with poisonous air, where 
there is no natural beauty, where everything is 
subverted to the making of money, and one’s 
holiest meditations are disturbed by the rattle 
of an omnibus. 

He thinks: 

- How nice it would be to sit in the quiet old 
country church and doze through the rural ser- 
mon— 

How nice it would be to get home in the 
afternoon, and go riding before dinner and get 
up a good bracing appetite— 

How nice. it would be to rise early in the 
morning with the lark—not to get a cocktail, 
but to feed a flock of chickens that yield more 
fresh eggs than the family can use— 

How nice to take the small boy down under 
the spreading tree, and cut his hair in the pure 
sunlight of a perfect day-- 

How nice to be able to go off fishing in the 





day since his arrival digging in the garden. He 
likes the exercise; it is so bracing and invigor- 
ating, you know. He has turned up on his spade 
something like half an acre of ground, and 
broken crockery enough to fill fifty barrels, 

But after he has turned up all these broken 
tea-pots and old hoopskirt-wires, and broken 
table-knives, and planted the seeds, he sits on 
the stoop to watch the seeds come up. 

Do the seeds come up? 

Oh, yes, the seeds do come up; the seeds 
come up inside of a week, 

Isn’t that rather a short period ? 

It is. 

What makes the seeds come up so soon ? 

What makes the seeds come up so soon? We 
will tell you what makes the seeds come up so 
soon, if you will give usa chance. No, it is not 
the sterling virtue of the seeds. It is not the 
new patent fertilizer used—it is the neighbors’ 
hens. 

His own hens don’t get a chance to do that 
little mischief for him, and destroy his happi- 
ness and peace of mind. And this is all be- 


_ cause his own hens resided with him only a day 


woods on Sunday, and lie on the mint-grown | 


bank and smoke cigarettes. 


And when this temporary Theocritus has sat- | 


isfied his family that the country is the only 
place fit to live in during the summer months, 
and has induced them to think as he thinks, 
and try the change just for an experiment, he 
starts out to look for a place. 

He goes first to New Jersey. Every place he 
looks at is perfect. Every house has all the 
modern improvements. Every place is free 
from malaria. Eighty-six trains stop at every 
station every day. 
painted any color the tenant desires. No chills; 
no mosquitos; no chromos! 

So the man who has a predilection for the 
dreamy comforts of a chaste idylic life selects 


or two. “Some Ethiop in his vicinity secured 
them before they could be properly fattened 
for the table. 

And he doesn’t go fishing on Sunday, be- 
cause there isn’t a fish in the country outside of 


| the market; and the only water around the 


Every house will be re- | 


a domicile, and moves his family and furniture | 


out at an awful expense. 
The day they move it rains—it always rains 
when you want to move—and everything gets 


| 
| 


place is behind the house, where the ground is 
so soggy that nothing but snow-shoes could keep 
a man from going in up to his neck, 

That is where all the water is located—the 
pump won’t yield a drop. It seems as though 
planted in the ground simply for ornament. 
What if a milkman had hired the place? Perish, 
horrible thought! 

And then the little boy falls out of the “ scup,”’ 
and almost bites his tongue off; and the other 
children sit on the ground so much in playing 
the innocent games peculiar to childhood that 
they take cold and have croup and malaria. 
And the next week the lover of rural sweets 
misses his train three times, and gets to his place 
of business an hour late, and to his dinner at 
night only to find it cold enough to skate on. 








And when he wants a doctor he has to travel 
several miles for one; and the post-office is only 
open about an hour every day; and you can’t 
get into the drug-store on Sunday to save your 
life. And there are no messenger-boys to run 
errands, and no places for the ladies to go shop- 
ping. 

The first rain fills the cellar to the brim, and 
spoils all the provisions down there; and the 
next day the small boy secures a severe cold 
sailing around the water on an old door. And 
the rain that overflows the cellar, and makes it 
a good place to raise ducks, soaks in through 
the roof, and compels the inmates to sleep with 
water-proof bed-clothes over them. 

In short, after he has been there about a 
month, and paid exorbitant prices for inferior 
provisions, he owns up that, although the coun- 
try is a beautiful place, with its cosy little Queen 
Anne cottage that peeps from beneath shelter- 
ing trees, and is covered with breezy vines; and 
then the brook that purls close by, and the swal- 
lows twittering on the eaves, and the bumble- 
bees sinking from sight in the wine-glass of a 
lily, and the humming-birds humming among 
the honeysuckles, and the quaint, old-fashioned 
rustic chair on the porch, and the hammock 
stretched beneath trees whose musical leaflets 
play one to sleep on some purple Sunday after- 
noon, shortly after dinner and a fragrant Hav- 
ana—a flat in the city is good enough for him. 

Therefore, dearly beloved, don’t let one fine 
day drive you off to the rural districts, where 
the frogs are softly croaking and the mosquitos 
are getting ready for a lively summer campaign, 
There is just about as much happiness in the 
city as in the country; and, if you canvass the 
matter, you will find that where one city man 
wants to go to the country, about ten country 
people want to come to the city. One small 
boy peddling arbutus, or one German band, or 
one thin man ladling lemonade on Broadway 
don’t make a summer, or a spring, either, for 
that matter. And when a man gets a whiff of 
spring air he shouldn’t allow it to upset him, 
and drive him off to a spot that will in turn 
drive him back and make him an object of 
laughter to his friends. ‘This is all we know 
about Beautiful Spring. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








THE THING that makes a small boy ineffably 
happy is to get on a pair of stilts, and walk 
around for a while, and finally sit down against 
the sunny side of a barn, about twenty feet off 
the ground. 
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JUVENILE MANNERS. 


Children were made before manners. Why 
the Creator of the universe chose this peculiar 
order of development we do not know. Doubt- 
less God might have made manners before chil- 
dren; but doubtless he never did. 

From the moment of its birth till about the 
sixty-fifth year of its age every child trans- 
gresses with impunity the canons of social po- 
liteness. The first cry of embryotic intelligence 
is an act of rudeness unparalleled in the annals 
of the race. Just when heaven’s gates seem 
opening upon an outcast world, and a pledge 
of angelic love is being vouchsafed to the ex- 
quisite sensibilities of our listening hearts, the 
dreary howl of the little voyager from the shores 
of Paradise drowns all the.tender whisperings 
of its spiritual convoy, and drags us ruthlessly 
back to the realities of time and swaddling- 
clothes. 

A baby has no conception of the existence 
of manners. It is totally devoid of the first in- 
stincts of politeness. From the top of its little 
bald head to the tips of its little pink toes it is 
utterly and thoroughly selfish. No matter what 
hour of day or night the spirit of unconquer- 
able egotism may assail it, the voice of self- 
assertion breaks forth with the same impetuous 
vigor. The cry at midnight is no less impera- 
tive and insistent than the cry at noonday. 

‘The consciousness of an infant seems to be 
composed of two periods or states, one the state 
of nemoism — nothingness, nobodiness, con- 
templative vacuity, nirvana—the other the state 
of egotism, rampant, intense, not-to-be-for-one- 
moment-allayed. In the former state or period 
the infant is simply quiescent. It may very 
properly be said to be recruiting its vital forces 
for the inevitable period of approaching ego- 
tism. It is the personified calm which precedes 
a storm. 

‘The other state—the state of egotism—is 
really the normal condition of the infant. It 
is the state which expresses and fairly defines 
the average consciousness of the average child 
between the ages of one moment and two years, 
It is a sort of cyclone personality, which is ex- 
ceedingly difficult for a bystander to describe. 
Perhaps no one thoroughly comprehends this 
phase of the individual history of the race save 
those who have had it to deal with at first hand 
—that is, parents. Certainly no one else is 
competent to endure it long enough to perfectly 
understand it. 

If manners are, as we are told, the absence 
of self, infants may be safely classed in quite 
an opposite category. ‘The whole genius of in- 
fancy is the expression of the quintessence of 
selfishness in the most diabolically exquisite 
forms. ‘lhe baby who is not an unmitigated 
plague and nuisance—from a neutral standpoint, 
of course—is not a completely fallen angel, and 
will probably return to Paradise and try it over 
again. . 

From infancy to youth comes a period of 
mingled surviving selfishness and adolescent 
generosity. Sometimes one prevails, sometimes 
the other; there is never a beautiful balance 
between them. ‘This is the period when pa- 
rents admit the rest of mankind to a saving 
knowledge of childhood. ‘The infant is no 
longer an inseparable piece of personal prop- 
erty. He is turned loose upon an unprotected 
and unsuspecting world. Some manners he has 
perforce—just enough to make him endurable 
as a member of society, to furnish him, we may 
say, with the necessary social credentials. Thus 
accredited he goes forth, seeking whom he may 
devour. 

The school-teacher is, of course, his natural 
and legitimate prey. We should not wonder 
that school-teachers are nearly all lean and ill- 
favored, and fade away and die before they 
have lived out half their days. It is the little 


| and the little warped state- 





foxes that have spoiled their 
vines—the little bent pins, 


ments, and the thousand and 
one small obliquities of lan- 
guage and character peculiar 
to the manner of youth, 

At home, the half-grown 
child is no less of a nuisance. 
He is a pest in company, 
and perfectly unendurable 
without it. He has but one 
thought, and that is how to 
have a good time at the ex- 
pense of others, ‘There is 
not much fun, to him, in any- 
thing which does not con- 
tribute to the immediate 
misery of somebody else. He 
is generous in the sense that 
he will spare no time, no 
trouble, no effort to make his 
elders thoroughly unhappy. 
At table he will, with mal- 
ice aforethought, commit all 
sorts of indignities with food 
and the implements of feed- 
ing. In company, he will 
say everything he ought not 
to say, at just the time when 














“TIME IS MONEY.” 

















‘THE DcuBLE-WIRE-PULLER. 





he ought not to say anything. 

He loves his parents after a rude, impatient 
fashion, but nothing pleases him better than to 
see them in some form of perplexity, and if he 
possibly can, he will add to and prolong this 
uncomfortable condition of mind in those near- 
est and dearest tohim. Should the house catch 
afire, ten to one he will scatter brands and 
matches wherever he thinks they will have the 
best effect. ‘he funeral of a distant relative 
is to him a source of rare joy and excitement. 
If he can in any way disturb the solemnity of 
the occasion, he will be sure to do it. 

As a boy grows older, his manners improve. 
It is just the opposite with girls. Such little 
angels of creatures as girls are between infancy 
and youth!—and such a trial as they are when 
they get to be about sweet sixteen! ‘Then, in- 
deed, it needs the Argus eye of the severest pa- 
rental discipline to keep them within the bounds 
even of decency and honor. 

The first traces of politeness appear in a boy 
when he gets old enough to notice the girls. 
From that time on his improvement in manners 
is wonderful. He grows more sober, more re- 
spectful to his parents, more dressy, more ex- 


travagant, more social. The period of juvenility, | 


with him, is practically past. He looks forward 


to being a man and a lover with the greatest | 


avidity. His mischievousness falls from him 
like his last year’s overcoat, and he will never 
wear either of them any more! And yet there 
is something of sadness in the change; and we 
who love him often wish we might hear his 
boyish laughter again, and the merry shout: 

“ Look out, there! A fire-cracker ’s goin’ off 
under your chair!” PAUL PASTNOR. 








Puck observes that the saying, “ Give us, oh, 
give us but yesterday!’ never becomes rooted 
very firmly in a school-boy’s soul while he is 


skating on Saturday and thinking about the | 


awful whaling he got the day before for putting 
a bull-frog in the teacher’s desk. ‘To which 
the Merchant-Trawlr comments: “ Who ever 
heard of a school-boy finding a bull-frog in 
skating-time ?”’ There is nothing anachronistic 


about Puck’s little paragraph, however. Who | 


ever heard of a schvol-boy that couldn’t find a 
bull-frog in skating-time or any other time? 
If the bull-frog is there and the school-boy 


wants him, he will either find the batrachian or | 


a watery grave.—Norristown Herald, “If the 
bull-frog is there”? is just what we are talking 


| about. It isn’t there, and we will leave it to 
| any natural historian editor in the country.— 
Merchant-Truveler. My dear Lampton, but he 
is there, right in skating-time, too; both of him, 
the boy and the bull-frog. ‘The bull-frog passes 
his winters in the mud, and all winter long, 
right down in the Jersey marshes, the hunters 
go down after him, and yank him up out of 
his muddy retreat, and seli him to the restau- 
rants of New York and Philadelphia. You 
can just bet your sweet dinner the school-boy 
' down in the latitude of Puck’s publishing 

house can find a bull-frog in skating-time, as 
easily as the boys in Cumminsville can find him 
in Mill Creek in May; and in that classic stream, 
| W. J., is where yours truly used to find him, 
| thirty years ago.— Rokkrt /. Burdette, in Burling- 
ton Hawkye. 





‘THE season of the year is rapidly approach- 
ing when it is impossible to tell the difference 
between a professional base-ball umpire and a 
summer resort hotel-clerk.—Drake’s Travelers’ 
Magazine. 





THE sleight-of-hand man lives by his jugular 
vein.-— Whitehall Times, 





—‘* Tobacco fit for a king,” is what was said of a 
| famous brand of Havana cigars. And it was, too; for it 
| turned out to be the identical brand ($1,000 per thousand) 
| which Louis Napoleon smoked. Where made ? Havana. 
, Of what leaf? Now prepare for a surprise, yet the truth, 
; by confession of the maker—of leaf imported from the 

Golden Tobacco Belt of North Carolina. That purity, 
| flavor, fragrance belongs to no other tobacco. Out of 

the very best of it is made Blackwell’s Durham I ong Cut, 
for pipe and cigarette smoking. The trade-mark of the 
Durham Bull and the Long Cut Brand give you the Em- 
peror’s tobacco. 





s Perfume, Edenia. 
s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Perfume, Alpine Violet. 


] 
Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 


CONSUMPTION CURED. 


An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and ali throat and Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and 
all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 1t known 


to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
relieve human sufiering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 
desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power's Block, 
Rochester, N.Y. 





| 
| 
| 











| 
-Blair’s Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
| Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 
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For Sale by Druggists & Grocers. 


BROWN’S 


ESSENCE OF 


JAMAICA GOVGER 


The Great Stimulant Without 
Reaction, for 


CRAMPS, COLICS. 
DYSPEPSIA, 
INDICESTION, 


And ALL OTHER STOMACH 
DISORDERS. 


In Use for Upwards of Half a CENTURY, 


Price, 50 Cts, a Bottle. 


If you cannot OBTAIN the 
GENUINE, One Dozen Bottles 
will be sent, pre-paid, to any 
address in the United States, 
on receipt of Five Dollars. 


Address plainly, 


Frederick Brown, 
5TH & CHESTNUT STS. 
PHILADELPHIA. 














or DESK 


STV LOGRAPH 


POCKET 
$100 
SIZE 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a nibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instaut use with- 
out adjustment. Non-c lible pens, cl le at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


LONDON. PARIS. & NEW YORK 
Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 
§ right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


(HEARSONS PATENT U.S.A.) 
10. JAN 82 




















styles, namein gold & jet, 10c., 6 pks. & an Elegant 
Solid Ring 50e, 18 pks. & Ring, $1.00. Agents’ 


5 Double Satin Enameled Chromo Cards, latest 
Aibum of Samples 25c. GEO. W. ADAMS, West Haven, Ct. 





AN IMPROMPTU ON ROLLER-SKATES, 
Rumble, tumble, growl and grate! 

Skip and trip and gravitate! 

Lunge and plunge and thrash the planks 
With your blameless, shameless shanks! 
In excruciating pain, 

Stand upon your head again, 

And, uncoiling kink by kink, 

Kick the roof out of the rink! 


In derisive bursts of mirth, 

Drop kawhop and jar the earth! 

Jolt your lungs down in your socks, 

O tempestuous equinox 

Of dismembered legs and arms! 

Strew your ways with wild alarms; 

Fameward skoot and ricochet 

On vour glittering vertebrz. 

—J. W. Riley, in Indianapolis Journal. 
WHISTLING is a habit that probably every 

one has indulged in at some time in their lives 
since the reign of Adam and Eve in the Gar- 
den of Eden. When a man is satisfied with 
himself and the world he generally whistles in 
a low, soft, contented sort of way. Then there 
is the little child: long before he is able to talk, 
he will pucker up his little mouth and knock 
every one silly by giving forth a consumptive 
little whistle. As he grows older, the whistle 
grows-stronger, and by the time he is able to 
toddle around the whistle is the biggest part of 
him. It is now that the nervous mother wishes 
that the whistle was in “ Chicago,’’ but there 
is no way of getting rid of it; it is the child’s 
best friend, and he always carries it with him. 
Should he be in the pantry with a piece of 
mince-pie in each hand, and happen to hear 
his mother coming, the pie will suddenly disap- 
pear, an innocent expression will come over his 
face, and he will begin to whistle some Sunday- 
school hymn. No matter how timid a boy is 
about going in the cellar after dark, send him 
down with a coal-scuttle after some coal, and 
you can tell the minute he gets into the dark. 
He will begin to whistle as loud as he can, and 
when he emerges into the light again his face 
will be calm. He has been whistling and for- 
got all about the ghosts and bears. It is amus- 
ing to hear half-a-dozen young men, as they 
leave the theatre, attempt to whistle a selection 
from some opera, ‘They never keep in time, 
and their whistling sounds more like a flock of 
geese that has been shot into than like a tune. 
— Pecks Sun, 


A FASHION item says: “A black velvet dog 
collar is very becoming to a square neck.” La- 
dies who have square necks and own black vel- 
vet dogs need only remove the collars from the 
black velvet dogs and place them around their 
square necks to be in fashion. ‘The styles ap- 
pear to be more simple this spring than for sev- 
eral years past.—Drake’s Travelers’ Magazine, 

WHEN a Piute doctor loses three succcessive 
cases, the Indians kill him and elect another 
medicine-man in his stead. ‘This accounts for 
the fact that all the Indian doctors have de- 
serted their tribes and gone to doctoring the 
white race. It doesn’t make any difference 
among civilized people whether the doctor kills 
or cures.—Loston Transcript. 

THE Tombstone £pilaph, in a critical notice 
of an “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” company, says 
the bloodhounds and donkey did some fine act- 
ing, but their support was the poorest ever seen 
in Tombstone.— Boston Post. 





Angostura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and in- 
vigorator. Used now over the whole civilized world. Try it, but 
beware of imitations. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53. 
54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109 and 122 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 
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seure PIANOS se 


Square Upright 
Received First Prize Centennial Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 1876. 

Received First Prize at Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 

The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CO,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 14th Street, New York. 
CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold “=== 


By W.S. Kimball & Co, 








Srraicgur Mgsu 


13 First Prize Medals. 








———} 


MILLERS DUNRAVEN | 


tn, 


MILLERS PROCTOR 


ia, 


a 


FRONT — } 3/4 IN 
BACK — 19/8 
OUR NEW COLLARS, 
$3.00 Per Dozen; 25 Cents Each, by Mail. 


Thos. Miller & Sons, 


355 Sixth Ave., 


Cor. Twenty-second St. 


HEIGHT - 1.1/2 IN. 





1151 Broadway, 


But. 26th & 27th Sts. 


NEW YORK. 





Cc Koenold, 
(sisstullls whoa. 
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CARPETS AND RUGS. 


A special offering is made of a great 
variety of Carpets and Rugs at an enor- 
mous reduction in price. This stock in- 
cludes some of the greatest novelties ever 
produced. Large invoices of 


RUGS AND MATTINGS 


JUST RECEIVED. 





) og ? ) 
Stoadevay Ad | 9th ét. 
ré 


NEW YORK. 





CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE, 
Oldest Paby Carriage Fac‘ory in the world. 
Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 
indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
Dr. Shra y and others, as perfect in construc- 
~ tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Vagal sr 
edes, Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles &c. Wholesale and Retai 
iccltgues es. Open evenings. Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 
569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th Street, NEW YORK. 
324 FULTON ST., cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN. 








make money ! Full Outfitand Samples, 25 cents. 


~ /\ Satin Chromo Cards, Beauties, name on 10c, Auto- 
() CLIN'TON & CO., North Haven, Conn, 


) graph Album in gilt and colors. 10¢., or both, 16¢, Agents 
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“Lowe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES,’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady. 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuricurRA REMEDIES, ; 

Curicura REsotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. . 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. , : ; : 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily 
Skin. " 

Cuticura Remepiss are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. PoTT&k DRuG AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 





in five minutes, wit pain, 
j jilet. A harmless, natural beau- 

— o odes 8 | aay —_ pen a ey 
So NTI irr CHEMICAL PREPARATION 


WORKS, 249 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


® NTHER, Confectioner 
_— ° Fathedicon St., Chicago. ” 








GOLD WATCH FREE! 


The publishers of the Capitol City Home the weil- 
known Illustrated Literary and Family Magazine, make the fol- 
lowing liberal offer for June : The person telling us the longest verse 
in the Bible, before June 15th, will receive a Solid Gold, Lady’s 
Hunting Cased Swiss Watch, worth $50, If there be more 
than one correct answer, the second will receive an elegant Steme- 
winding Silver Watch; the third, a key-winding Silver 
Watch, Each person must send 26 cents with their answer for 
which they will receive three months’ subscription to the Home 
Guest, a 50 page Illustrated Book and our Bonanza Premium Col- 
lection of 32 portraits of prominent persons, 26 needlework designs, 
40 popular sones, 30 popular games, 30 money making receipts, 46 
chernical experiments and lessons in magic. Pubs. 0: MoE 
GUEST, RD, NN. SPECIAL: An imita- 
tion Steel Encraving of Washington, size 15 1-2 x 16 inches, free 
to the first 1000 persons answering this advertisement. 


MPROVED RO EER 
| {MPROV! DR DOT BE ade- 
licious sparkling and wholesome bever- 
age. Sold by all Druggists or sent by 
mail on pt 





Q6c. C.E. Hirss, 48 N. Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 


S(.sctin) UU. $. ARMY 
R AWSON Sdn) aUe 
SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 

A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 

Theindividual wearing it will not be fons of its p 

Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed fiee. 
Sold by Drnggists. go Bandage\ S. E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. \ Guaranteed. ) Saratega Springs, N. Y. 











SPRING STYLES NOW READY. 


MANY NOVELTIES IN 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


NICOLL, "the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 


BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 











cases 
ing is my faith in its eg, at I willsend TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
together with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. O. address DR, T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. ¥. 


T have a positive 
remedy for the 
above disease; by 
its use thousands 

y 


of ret kind and of long standing have been cured. Indeed, 
60 stro: 








PvE ne’er seen a barber— 
Have you ?— 
Who failed to say: “ Have a 
Shampoo ?”’ 
He ’d die if he shouldn’t, 
Though knowing you wouldn’t! 
And then, sirs, oh, what should 
We do?” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Docror.—“ Have you got the better of the 
ague yet ?”’ 

Patient.—‘“ No, sor. Me and me wife is as 
bad as iver, sor.”’ 

Doctor.— “Did you get that whiskey and 
quinine I prescribed ?” 

Patient.—“ Yis, sor; but it did no good at 
all, at all.” 

Doctor.—* That is strange! You took it ac- 
cording to the directions, I suppose ?”’ 

Patient.—“ Yis, sor; ye know a man and his 
wife are one.’’ 

Doctor.—“ What has that to do with it ?” 

Patient.—“ Well, you see, sor, bein’ as we 
are one flesh, I tuk the whiskey and gave Biddy 
the quinine.” — Philadelphia Call. 

Says a French investigator: “A bee, in pro- 
portion to its size, can pull thirty times as much 
weight as a horse.” ‘he Frenchman is right. 
The bee, however, can push one hundred times 
more to the square inch than it can pull. .One 
good healthy bee has been known to tackle a 
man on the back of his neck, seated on the 
back seat, at a camp-meeting, and send him 
clean through the congregation, without any- 
thing being able to stop him. Yes, the bee 
can do all this, and any man who don’t believe 
it can very soon find out, as it will soon be the 
season when the busy bee is ready for business, 
—Pick’s Sun, 

Fonp FatHer. — “Johnnie, Johnnie, why 
don’t you keep your hands out of your pockets ? 
How would I look going around with my hands 
stuck away down in my pockets ?” 

Sagacious Son,.-—‘ Like as if you were going 
to give me a nickel.”’--Piisburgh Chronicle-Tile- 
graph, 

A SENSIBLE American young lady refused the 
marriage proposal of an Italian count, giving 
as a reason therefor that she had never learned 
the art of making shirts for thirty cents a dozen, 
and was not brought up to do the family wash- 
ing.—Drake’s Travelers’ Magazine, 


THE Society for Alleviating Suffering could 
make a hit by plating the rocks off the coast 
of Nova Scotia and Newfoundland with a 
thick coating of India rubber, so that vessels 
striking them would bounce off unharmed.— 
Phila, Kronikle- Herald. 


Ir is strange that some one did not disperse 
the mob in Cincinnati by proposing to take up 
a collection.—WNorristown Herald, 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY Co., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST. N. Y. 


Pachtmann & Moelich, 


368 Canal St., N. Y., 


Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


hed 1838, Price-list Frce. 
Repairing a Specialty. 












RICHEST ASSORTMENT OF 














LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 


Largest Stock in the City of all grades of Silver 
and Gold Waltham Watches. 


ACENTS FOR WALTHAM WATCHES. 


18-kt. Ladies’ Stem-Winders...... $40 and upward, 
14-kt. yi = "genes | |CU* sad 
1o-kt. se "peewee 26 “« - 
14-kt. . filled cases __..... as sl 
18-kt. Gents’ Stem-Winders....... so * 
14-kt. re co =» = 
1o-kt. - ~~ | feel =. - 
14-kt 7 eee. 28 <‘ ig 


Sterl. and Coin Silver Stem-Winders 11 “* wid 
Patent Lever Watches only, with chronometer Balance and 
Heavy Cases) WRITTEN GUARANTEE given. 
EF. SCHNEIDER, 
NO. 68 BOWERY, NEAR CANAL STREET. 


THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD BILLIARD COMPANY 






MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“IMPERIAL CUSEION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


TO HOTEL AND SALOON KEEPERS. 





a ec 


This game, known as Parlor Bagate'le, has met with wide-spread 
success. Mounted in handsome black walnut frame, size four feet 
long by one foot ten inches wide. Covered with green enamel 
cloth, One silver and one brass bell, brass pins and cups. Below 
is an extract from one of the many recommendations received: 

“*M. Repcrave. Esg.: Dear Sir—Having purchased a table of 
you for my saloon, I can cheerfully recommend it to any saloon 
keepers who may wish to purchase, as it surpasses any other 
known game of its kind, and pays for itself in less than a week. 

A. Funck, Main Street, Fall River, Mass.” 

No hotel or saloon should be without one. 

Price of above size $12, C. O. D., delivered free of expressage. 
Same size, superior finish, three bells, $15. Larger size, five feet 
long by two feet six inches wide, five bells, fit for the handsomest 
parlor or hotel, $30. All tables can be examined before taking up 
C. O. D., and if not found as represented need not be taken. 
!landsomely illuminated circulars, of six sizes, sent free. Agents 
wanted, Address, M. REDGRAVE, Patentee and Manufacturer, 
568 Pavonia Avenue, Jersey City, N. J. 


THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 











No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for10 years. 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO. 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK. 


SES DUEBER NTO: 


Gl AN PRINTING PRESS, $1; outfit $1; 
Self-Inker, $2.50, with a script ty 

outfit et Sample cards and catalogue, 6 tts. 

W. C. EVANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Philada. Pa, 














elegant Band Ring $1. Agt’s book and III’d Premium List 





4 O Lovely Chromo Cards, name in script 10c.; 14 pks. with 
25c. FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 
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VCR. 





BAUS PIANOS 


Fares in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Easy. 


arerooms: 26 W. 23rd St.. N. 


SPLENDID BUILDING. 
DEN 55. West 23rd Street. 
Wonderful” Tableaux—Men of All 
Times—Historic Groups—Aart and Science— 
Chamber of Horrors—Trip Round the World in 
600 Stereoscopic Views—Dioramas—Mines, Open 11 
A. M. to 11 P.M. Sundays from 1 to 11 Pp. M. Concerts in 
the Winter Garden from 2 tos and 8tozz. Admission to all, 


so cents, Children, 25 cents. 








COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


. STAMP 
FOR ILLUS. CATALOGUE 


THE POPE MFG CO. 

597 WASHN ST., BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St.. NEW YORK. 
A A SL LT ST TSAR SNR ASI 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 





STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALLl DEALERS THRoUGHOUT TE WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 


5, Print Your Own Cards’? 





with our $3 Printing Press. Larger sizes 
for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. For yone 
RWS = or old, business or pleasure. Everything 






easy, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 
for Catalogue of presses, Type, Cards, 


&e., &c., to the factory. Kelsey & Co,, Meriden, Conn, 





FROM time to time we have had something to say, in these 

columns, of our German pictorial weekly, Um pig WeEtt, 
recommending the same to our German-speaking friends and read- 
ers. But before we knew that Um pie WetT was a pronounced 
success, we refrained from addressing ourselves to our stanch 
friends, the Advertisers of the country. 


UM DIE WELT 


FHfas attained a large circulation; it 7s a great success; it is a 
family paper in the best sense; a paper which circulates among 
the very best German and American families, and we can con- 
scientiously recommend it as an Advertising Medium of ; great value, 

In Um pig WELT 
of Dry-Goods, Millinery, Dress Goods, 


. 
Advertisements Hats, Shoes, and other Articles for Ladies’ 
Wear. 
4 of Furniture, Carpets, Curtains, Sewing 
Advertisements Machines, House Furnishing Goods, Por- 
celain, China, &c. 
. of Gentlemen’s Clothing, Outfittings, 
: of Jewelry, Watches, Bronzes, Precious 
Advertisements Stones, Gold and Silverware, &c. 
. of Musical Instruments, Music, Art-Novel- 
Advertisements ties, Books, Stationery, &c. ‘ 
H of Toilet and Proprietary Articles, Brushes, 
Advertisements {oon Ssushes, Combs: ee 
H f Victuals, Delicacies, Wines, Cham- 
Advertisements Ri _ elicacies ines, Cham 
4 of every possible description are read by 
Ad ert ements the very best people of the country, and 
those whom it is most desirable to reach, 
which insures their effectiveness beyond a 


doubt. 


The rates are: For 1 Insertion, 38 cents per Nonpareil Line 


On orders for 4 Insertions, 3° 
13 “e “ec “e ac 


“e 26 e« 20 ce ce “ce «e 
ce 52 se 15 ee se ce «<< 
Further information and specimen copies will be furnished upon 
application. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
Publishers, 


21 & 23 Warren St., New York. 





ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 


A Positive Revolution in the Troatment of Diseases of the Respiratory Organs. 
THE PILLOW-INHALER! 

This wonderful appliance is cur- 
ing ** hopeless cases ’’ of CATARRH 
and ConsuMPTIVE diseases. It ap- 
plies Medicated and Curative Air 
“. to the mucous lining of the Nose, 
Throat and Lungs ALL_ NIGHT, 
whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectly 
comfortable, safe and pleasant. / 
is a radical and permanent cure 

‘or Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 
and Consumftion. 





Being CURED.) 
pefieing Circular fs Book of rye sent 00a 


unsaid HE PU hOW SINHA bGisacistis, Pa. 
Please mertion Puck when writing. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 

SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s fae, New York. 











“HAWKEYE” DOTS. 

“ There are eight circuses in Rome,” says an 
ancient history. And, do you know, when 
Forepaugh came out and said that his was one 
of them, Barnum came right after him and said 
that his was the other seven. 

A Russian editor has been sentenced to 
three months’ imprisonment for printing a joke 
about dynamite. He plead in defense that he 
had copied it from an American paper; but, as 
it appeared as original matter, the plea availed 
him naught. Served the editorowski right. He 
should have been given another monthovisk for 
stealingovitch. 

And about this time the summer hotel is 
building a big addition and just doubling its 
capacity. And to furnish the additional beds, 
all the present mattresses are split and the pil- 
lows cut in two. New bedsteads, we presume, 
will have to be bought, but the present bedding 
and towels will go around without a struggle. 

Matters are monotonously quiet in South 
Carolina. It has been four or five days since 
the Cash family killed anybody. Alas, it does 
seem as though the noble and ancient spirit of 
chivalry is dying out of the grand old Palmetto 
State, and when in the fullness of time the 
devil balances his Cash and deposits it where it 
will do the least harm, there will be no killing 
done at all, maybe, and the lifeless stagnation 
of peace will settle down on the land of Caro- 
lina like a noxious blight. 

Clara Morris says her “stage tears are real 
tears.” Well, great Scott, they ought to be! 
She’s paid enough for them. The idea of a 
woman getting $600 for weeping, and then 
palming off imitation weeps on an unsuspicious, 
confiding audience that has paid $1.50 for re- 
served seats. Why, we didn’t suppose that any 
actor or actress of prominence would cry any- 
thing but real tears. You can’t expect the 
property-man to furnish emotion, we don’t sup- 
pose.—R. J. Burdette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 


ADVICE GRATIS, 

Do not judge from outside appearances, The 
foot-ball looks plump and fair proportioned, 
but there is nothing in it but wind. 

Never say to an objectionuble acquaintance: 
“Come and see me some time.”? Some time 
means any time, and he may come when you 
least expect him. It is better to name some 
specific time; then you can take the precaution 
to be out when he calls. 

Never tip the waiter in your customary dining- 
place. You will raise in his mind expectations 
which you can never afford to realize, and in 
the end he will despise you tenfold more than 
he can possibly detest the man who never gave 
him anything. 

Always pass the fruit to everybody else be- 
fore helping yourself. Common politeness will 
induce your company to leave the choicest 
specimens upon the plate, when you can eat 
them without exciting remark. 

Take care of the pennies, and the pounds 
will take care of themselves. ‘Three cents a 
day for a newspaper isn’t much; but in a year 
it amounts to over nine dollars. in a hundred 
years to over nine hundred dollars. You can 
save this nine hundred dollars by a systematic 


‘borrowing of your neighbor’s paper.—Doston 


Transcript. 

THE fear of dynamite and infernal machines 
is so great in Europe, it is said, that you can’t 
get a king, queen or jack of hearts to touch 
even a cake of soap until after a servant has 
made suds from it.—eck’s Sun, 





CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became a Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





5 Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, 10 cents. Present 
with each pack, TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 





(NON-ALCOHOLIC ) 
Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juive; 


A.WERNER & C° 








BITTERS, 


g tonic of ite flavor, now used over the 
a... world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, «nd al 
disorders of the Digestive Organs few drops imparta delicious flavor 
to 2 glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try ft, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or “ruggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SON 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
651 BROADWAY. N. Y. 


ee Excite the appetite, 
SS moderately increase 
oy the temperature of the 

. body and force of the 
circulation, and give 
tone and strength to 
the aystem. They are 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM, M. LESLIE 


87 Water Street, N. Y. 
Bi I T TE ERS 

















BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 
























IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 


ye BP ee 


We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U. S., $1.00. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N.Y. 
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